CHAPTEE XIV

THE  PSEUDONYM

Pharais

THE summer of 1893 was hot and sunny: and we de-
lighted in our little garden with its miniature lawns, its
espalier fruit trees framing the vegetable garden, and
its juvenile but to us fascinating flower beds. Horsham,
our nearest town, was seven miles distant and the village
of Eudgwick lay a mile away up a steady ascent beyond
the station. William Sharp was happy once more to be
resident in the country, although the surroundings were
not a type of scenery that appealed to him. But, as he
wrote to a friend, it was not so much the place that he
liked " as what is in it conducive to that keen perturba-
tion, elation, excitement of mind, which is life worth
living."

At Phenice Croft his imagination was in a perpetual
ferment. Out of the projected work that he had noted
in his diary, out of those subjects that lay in his mind
to germinate and mature, or to wither and be rejected,
grew one or two achievements; and in particular after
the completion of Vistas, a romance of the Isles, Phar-
ais, about which his friend Mr. Cotterell in acknowledg-
ing a copy of these Dramatic Interludes, wrote to the
author:

"Vistas should mark a point in your career from
which you should go forward to greater things. I am
eager to see the Celtic romance."

The quiet and leisure at Phenice Croft, the peace, the
" green life " around were unspeakably welcome to my
husband. Once again, he saw visions and dreamed
dreams; the psychic subjective side of his dual nature
predominated. He was in an acutely creative condition;
and, moreover he was passing from one phase of literary
work to another, deeper, more intimate, more permanent.
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